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her later years. Cruel, contemptuous, taunting, openly unfaithful,
Serge Essenine had embodied her dream of immortal beauty
immortally young, and she had forgiven him everything with an
Olympian generosity.

I saw in the declining Isadora that evening a creature who had
never really been a part of this world, a goddess out of the Greek
myths, magnificent, queenly, whose love, like her art, like her life
itself, was on the grand scale, out of all proportion to the small
desires and frailties of ordinary human beings.

Her own frailties were on the grand scale, as I learned a few
nights later. That night we sat at the Caf6 Royale until three in
the morning, talking. We had long since finished our boeuf a la
mode, the best in Paris, and a change, for once, from Isadora's
invariable diet of rare roast beef, salad and champagne.

We talked about her book, which she was writing. She had
already spent the publisher's advance of $500 and must wait until
she delivered the manuscript for the remaining $2,000. We talked
about the children in Russia, whom she still wanted America to
see. She would arrange luncheon for us, she said, at the Soviet
Embassy with Ambassador Rakovsky. This luncheon we did, in
fact, have within the next few days, and Rakovsky said he would
do what he could to persuade the Soviet Government to grant per-
mission for the children to make the trip. Isadora told me she had
written to Arthur Brisbane in America, asking his help for the
project Brisbane hadtalways been her friend.

We parted at last at the door of her hotel with a promise that we
would dine together again soon. A day or two afterward I called
her again.

I had a guest with me, my charming buyer from New York whom
I had the good intention of marrying one day, and I asked her if she
would mind Isadora's company at dinner. She was enchanted at
the prospect of meeting the celebrated Isadora. We called for
Isadora and went to a restaurant of her choice.
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